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WITH SMOKERS WHO KNOW...IT’S

Yes, Camels are SO MILD that in a coast-to-coast test
of hundreds of men and women who smoked Camels —and
only Camels—for 30 consecutive days, noted throat special
ists, making weekly examinations, reported
NOT ONE SINGLE CASE OF THROAT IRRITATION

DUE TO

SMOKING

CAMELS!
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Letters to

the Editor . . .

TED

NEWHALL
Photographer

—From other college magazines.
—Ed.

to

XXX

My Dear Editor:
I wonder if you would please tell
me, if it’s convenient for you, where
other college magazines get their
jokes?
Yours,
Sloan Steady

the
Pine Needle

is happy to

offer his services

the students of
the University

Appointments May
Be Easily Arranged

Come as you will
and choose your own
pose.

We take your

picture the way you

want it.

23 Main St.

Call 8171

—From the Pine Needle, also other
college magazines.—Ed.
XXX

at all times to
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Dear Ed:
I would like to know where you
get your jokes.
P. D. Q.

Little Miss Muffet decided to rough it
In a cabin quite old and medieval,
A forester spied her and plied her
with cider,
And now she’s the forest’s prime
evil.
xxx
Girls when they went out to swim
Once dressed like Mother Hubbard.
Now they have a different whim
And dress more like her cupboard.
xxx
There was a young fellow from
Wheeling
Endowed with such delicate feeling,
When he read on the door,
“Don’t Spit On The Floor,”
He jumped up and spit on the ceiling,
xxx
The Kiss—I sipped the nectar from
her lips
As ’neath the moon we sat;
And wondered if I’d ever before
Drunk from a mug like that!

Orono

Editor
Pine Needle
Dear Sir:
First of all, congratulations on
your last Pine Needle. After the
long wait, we all found the issue
to be well worth the patience ex
pended awaiting its arrival. Your
sparkling style is well worthy to be
held up before our student body as
an outstanding example of what can
be produced with a small expendi
ture of time, combined with excep
tional quality of talent and endeavor.
1 daresay your deathless prose is
the best I have encountered on this
campus and is probably of suffi
cient excellence to place your publi
cation high in today’s journalistic
roil of honor.
Unfortunately, a small matter
must be mentioned, in connection
with the style and general appear
ance of your magazine. Unless I am
mistaken, I have encountered sim
ilar editorial content in some other
publication.
From this, it must be deduced
either that some other organ is
attempting to reproduce your incom
parable style, or else that you your
selves are (perish the thought)
stooping to pilfering your material
from already-published sources. I
do not hesitate to warn you that
the latter sort of activities are un
worthy of members of our student
body, and furthermore are in strict
contradiction of all codes of ethics
which we must obey.

“Go away, you passionate beast!"
Late to bed
And early to rise
Keeps your roommate
From wearing your ties.
xxx
A city and a chorus girl
Are much alike ’tis true;
A city’s built with outskirts,
A chorus girl is, too.
xxx
Breathes there a lug so far abnormal,
He can’t be stirred by a low-cut
formal?

THE PINE NEEDLE

Please understand that this critic
ism is of constructive nature only,
and that you are perpetually in re
ceipt of my
Best Wishes,
Dean Spleene

INDEX OF
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helping us to publish a maga
zine at Maine.
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He who doesn’t adver
tise is like a man who
winks in a dark room. He
knows what he is doing,
but nobody else does.
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—Thank you, sir. We rush to as
sure you, sir, that the similarity to
which you refer is a result of the
tendency of a contemporary publi
cation, New Yorker, to profit from
our experience, wisdom, and work
manship. There is no problem of
ethics involved, however, as we bear
no grudges to that magazine, and
in an effort to aid its editors, guar
antee them free privilege to reprint
from the Pine Needle any and all
material which they can use.—Ed.

Pat’s
in ORONO

Lunches

-

Meals

- Refreshments

-

XXX

Dear Editor:
As an average student of this
University, I rise in defense of our
newspaper, the Campus. You in
sulted the Campus in the pages of
your last issue, calling it an exam
ple of yellow journalism, and accus
ing its editorial staff of bad taste.
I can only demand that you re
tract these statements, and swear on
your honor never again to make
such references to such an honored
University institution as the Campus.
Yours,
I. M. Madd

—Please understand that criticism
of existing institutions in the Pine
Needle is unbiased, necessary, and
true. If we called the Campus names,
we intended to do so. Furthermore,
if this matter requires any further
investigation, it shall be carried on
between the editorial staffs of the
Pine Needle and the Campus. So
there!—Ed.
XXX
Dear Editor:
There is a rumor going around
that your magazine may be banned
from the girls’ dormitories. The rea
son given is that it is lewd, immoral,
nasty, and getting worse.
What will you do if such action
is taken?
Faithfully yours,
Hope N. Pray

—Double our circulation.—Ed.

Marilyn: “What did the professor
say this morning?”
Larry: “Nothing.”
Marilyn: “Naturally, but how did
he express it?”

Your friends

say

“See You

At Pat’s”
Little Jack Horner
Sat in a corner
With crib notes on his lappa.
He opened his book
And took a quick look,
So now he’s a Phi Beta Kappa.
XXX

An enemy, I know, to all
Is wicked, wicked alcohol.
The Good Book, though, commanded
me
To learn to love mine enemy.

The Chalet
TYDOL - VEEDOL
Closest Service Station

To The Campus

Need A Tow?
Tel. 938
BILL GAYETT ’40

Austerity?
I thought that I should never see
A beerless university,
A campus without Scotch or gin,
And lacking wanton women’s sin;
A college Without demon rum
To change each freshman to a bum;
A place of higher education
Where parties have sex segregation;
Where gambling, vice, sin and drink,
And wild, lewd parties are extinct.
Bums are made by women and beer,
But the Board of Trustees save us
here.

EVERYTHING HAS RELATIVES
(EINSTEIN)
Akin to the sailor who took a
boatride on a holiday, and to the
mailman who took a walk on his
day off, is the college student who
spent his vacation loafing.

DEFINITION
Addition to our collection of de
finitive terms—a baby carriage may
occasionally be called a blunderbus.

SHADES OF SH 21
Three men were sitting around
bragging about how much money
they made in radio. The first fellow,
an announcer, said, “Really, you
know, I get paid $100 for saying
just three words, ‘Duz does every
thing.’ ”
The second fellow said, “How very
interesting, old man. Of course, my
price is a little higher. I get $200
for saying just two words. Those
two words are ‘Rinso white.’ ”
The third guy spoke up at this
point and said, “The trouble with
you is you talk too much. I don't
say nuttin’ and I get $300.”
“Indeed, and what do you do to
get $300?”
“I get $300 for pinching the gin
that says, ‘Oooooooh, that Oxydoi
sparkle!’ ”

Ben Sklar
Gives Students
10% Discount
on
All Spring
Purchases

Ben Sklar
MEN’S and LADIES’ SHOP
Old Town
—Formal Wear for Rental—
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“Quote Me
A new year is upon us, and the time has come for the people of
Maine to look around and try to evaluate the conditions of the world,
especially those which affect them directly. In keeping with this, the
Pine Needle has asked a few students for their opinions
in regard to an important question of the day. We have tried to
reproduce accurately below the blank expressions which crossed
the faces of all when they heard the question. The question is:

How has the high cost of living affected you?
xxx

Dick Sprague ’51, 405 North Hannibal Hamlin:.
Living expenses today are much higher than they
have been within the memory of most of us. Not
long ago, the classic example of extravagance was
that of a thirst for champagne, while the budget.
was designed more perfectly for beer. Now we
can’t even afford the beer.
x
x
x

JoAnne Libby ’50, 215 North Estabrooke: I
think it’s too bad that expenses are so high when
we’re all trying to go through college. To add in
suit to injury, we’re bearing added expense every
time we buy a cup of bookstore coffee. The only
advantage I can see to eight-cent coffee is that it
makes it easier to get seats at the coffee counter.
x

Hal Howard ’50, 206 New Dorm No. 3: As far
the high cost of living goes, it’s still just as
cheap to look, but high prices necessitate a handsoff policy in most cases.
xxx

Marilyn Wyman ’51, 306 Balentine: High prices
are pretty rough on everybody. Clothes are more
expensive, and some people may even have to give
up eating. The average individual on a low budget
is in a bad way. As for me, I’ve been practically
eliminated by the high cost of living.
xxx

Roy Lutz ’53, Bldg. 14, Room 3, North Dorm:
I may have misunderstood the question, but 1
think the cost of high living is going up, and I
don’t like it.

He kissed her and said, “Darling,
will you marry me?”
“Will you always kiss me just like
that, even after we’re married?”
“Always,
darling, always,” he
answered fervently.
“Then the answer is ‘no’!”
xxx
Definition of a pink elephant —
a beast of bourbon.
xxx

“Honey, you don’t mind if I wear
velvet instead of silk, do you?”
“No, darling,” he answered. “I’ll
love you through thick or thin.”

xxx
First drunk: “Shay, do you know
what time it is?”
Second drunk: “Yeah.”
First drunk: “Thanks.”
xxx

THE PINE NEEDLE

A Jab of the Needle

“Let it snow!”

The cry went up and four thousand
students looked at the wintry skies.
All hands were praying for a blizzard
for Maine’s Winter Carnival. But the
plans for a Winter Wonderland were
spoiled when winter itself gave way
to warm weather.
Much credit goes to the Carnival
Committee for its big job. We dedi
cate to them this issue, the “Snow
bound” Pine Needle.
You, the readers, apparently ap
proved of the last issue. In fact, you
surprised and rewarded us by buying
every copy we had printed. One
member of our circulation staff has
been excommunicated from his bud
dies because he couldn’t supply then?
with extra free copies.
In fact, we found that the editorial
office didn’t even have a copy for
reference. Because of that, we
couldn’t refer back to see what the
last issue looked like. If you notice
any changes in the magazine this
time, that’s the reason. We hope you
decide that any changes are for the
better.

Somewhere on the following pages
you’ll find two literary contributions
from students who aren’t staff mem
bers. Thanks go to both for their
interest and their excellent stories.
As for the rest of the literal yminded, we’d like to hear from you.
The Pine Needle wants to publish
stories and articles written by stu
dents. You don’t need to be on the
staff to get your work printed. Sub
mit your stories to the staff office
or through campus mail.

An editorial pat-on-the-back goes
to Bruno Caliandro ’53. A lively or
ganizer and musician, Bruno has
gotten together some of the more
talented musicians on campus to
form a new sixteen-piece dance band.
Known as the Maine Men, this group
is likely to arouse a lot of interest,
and will provide some big-band
music for the University.

Bruno and his boys, all students,
will make their debut at the U. of M.
Band Concert in Portland City Hall
on February 24. We predict that this
is the start of a long and popular life
for the Maine Men.

DEAB DIARY
Last summer, while resting from
college cares at a peaceful seashore,
we were surprised to find a bottle
tossed up by the breakers. There
was a message inside. Upon reading
It, we decided that whoever had
written it must have torn it from
its original place in a diary, and
thrown it into the sea, hoping that
it might reach the office of some
college humor magazine.
The writer of the bit is hereby
notified that the office of the Pine
Needle is proud to fling the expos
ing message to the world, that the
world can learn from this true ex
perience.
Draw your own conclusions:

She: “What heavenly jazz! Let’s
dance.”
He: “That isn’t jazz. The waiter
just dropped our dinner.”

xxx
Mother: “That was very foolish,
daughter, dear, going riding with
Robert after the dance. Weren’t you
cold?”
Daughter: “Yes, mother. Good and
cold.”

xxx
“Why don’t you play your banjo
or mandolin?”
“There is no choice.”
“What’s that?”
“I haven’t any pick.”
xxx

DIARY—

FASHION NOTES

Monday—I feel highly honored for
being placed at the captain’s table.
Tuesday—I spent the morning on
the bridge with the captain. He
seemed to like me.
Wednesday — The captain made
proposals to me unbecoming an offi
cer and a gentleman.
Thursday—The captain threatened
to sink the ship if I did not agree
to his proposals.
Friday—I saved the lives of six
hundred men.

Collar-attached shirts with holes
in the elbows are said to be much
worn.
Cheap perfumes are not to be
sniffed at.
Girls who use powder don’t go
off any quicker than those who
don’t.
In playing poker a good deal de
pends on a good deal.
Man was created first. Woman was
sort of a re-creation.
xxx
And that’s about enough of that.

IN DAYS OF OLD
While browsing recently, we ran
across a copy of the Mainiac, a
humor magazine put out by Maine
students some time ago. The partic
ular issue we looked at was dated
February, 1926.
It contained some very well writ
ten stories, along with a number of
selected jokes. In order that you
may understand something of the
sense of humor of our collegiate
forebears, we are reprinting a few
of their jokes.
XXX

“Did you ever take chloroform?”
“No! What hour does it come?”
xxx
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We hear talk of “the roaring
twenties.” America’s college youth
were supposedly the wildest assort
ment of individuals to be found any
where. Fads were breaking out, so
cial life was wild and woolly, and
golf trousers and raccoon coats were
the order of the day. College thrived
on such an atmosphere, and prob
ably will never be the same again.

(Practically every other publica
tion which has reached the public
lately has devoted some space to
consideration of the past fifty years.
This, then, is our contribution to
“The History of the Half-Century.”)

REVENGE
In our last issue we tried to point
out the tribulations of some pro
fessors. Sometimes even a patient
man is tempted to try mass elim
ination of given groups. The same
result is reached sometimes in the
case of absent-minded professors.
The following will illustrate this
point.
A chemistry professor was giving
a lesson on the powers of different
explosives.
“This,” he explained, “is one of
the most dangerous explosives of
them all. If I am in the slightest
degree wrong in my experiment we
are liable to be blown through the
roof. Kindly come a little closer, so
that you may follow me better.”

(Easy now, prof—it’s all in fun.
—Ed. note).

HIGH COST OF TUITION
The following event took place re
cently in a state legislature. A bill
was on the floor to appropriate a
large sum to the state university, for
purposes of helping the university
expand its facilities, and generally
ease the plight of many post-war
students.
A lobbyist was fighting to defeat
the bill, and he saw a way to make
his point, and possibly kill the ap
propriation. He approached a legis
lator who was known to be both
proud and sensitive over his self
education.
“Do you realize,” asked the lobby
ist gravely, “that up at the state
university men and women students
have to use the same curriculum?”
The legislator looked startled.
“And that boys and girls often
matriculate together?”
“No!” exclaimed the lawmaker.
“And that a young lady student
can be forced at any time to show
a professor her thesis?”
The legislator shrank back in fear.
“I won’t vote ’em a damn cent!”

THE PINE NEEDLE

It’s Winter Carnival Weekend;

The Gang Has Gathered, And
There’s A Party

All Through the House
by Al Mersky
,_p HE “soda fountain” tender, having given the petite young
out-of-state
blonde with the
blood-shot eyes another drink, grace
fully gropes his way around the
counter and sits down again on the
brass rail, pulling his feet up under
him to keep them out of the sticky
pool on the floor. He gives her a
stereotyped smile of sensuality and
starts telling her what it is he likes
about her; her walk, her talk, her
shoulders, her eyes, her . .

We are at a Winter Carnival
houseparty—one of those affairs
which have been minutely planned
and thoroughly preceded by a de
luge of campus notices and bulle
tins. These contained rigid rules and
regulations to govern the festive
week-end, as well as listed the
official schedule of events to take
place. The bulletins also contained
such out-doorsy news as name band
dances, informal orgies, “jam” ses
sions, ice sculpture contests, sleigh
rides, and sports events to be held
over the week-end.
The novice weekender will un
doubtedly be impressed and wonder
fully awed by the great unseen
working machinery of these gala
affairs. As for the actual whys and
wherefores of college houseparties,
there seems to be no rational ex
planation for them; they simply
exist and are taken for granted like
a roving eye or a reflex-like whistle.

friendly hellos, car gears grinding,
coke bottles tumbling to the floor;
the laughter, the music, the rustle
of evening gowns; the crushing of
corsages, the scratch of a match
being lit, the tired sorrowful good
byes . . .
And the smells which keep the
blur going; of stale smoke, mixed
fruit drinks, old jokes, dancing wax,
flowers, people.

And the sights which permanently
place the blur in one’s memory; of
drink stained clothing, paper cups,
bottles, bar-stcol slouched postures,
lipsticky collars, mussed hair, cam
era bulb flashes, and nervous chap
erones.
Ahh, but the amazing number of
people one meets during the week
end, throughout the inevitable two
day migration from fraternity house
to fraternity house. The cynics, the
philosophers, the singers, the habit
ual drinkers, and the girls—all look
ing and smelling like fresh, unused
cakes of Ivory soap. There’s always
the polar bear type of guy who sud
denly wants to do something healthy
. . . organize an expedition on to
boggans, build a ski-slope, go deer

jacking, or play war in the snow.
Then there’s the kind who wants
to tell the pretty girls his troubles
. . . until he gets them into a
corner.
And the impulsives—those who
want to drive to Canada to play
around with some newly imported
liquor; those who want to get mar
ried; those who want to enlist in
the army; and those who just want
to end it all. One learns to ignore
this last type, however, for in most
cases his is the cry of desperation
from a man about to go under.
The great beating heart of a house
party, though, is found as a rule
between the hours of 4 and 7, Sun
day morning at the “soda fountain”.
There, in different moods, positions,
and activities, one can find that
devilishly determined group of party
grinds—the die-hard desperados of
drink and dance.
There is the man whose girl took
the train back to Portland a few
hours after she arrived, and who is
now talking to the Bangoi’ nurse
whose date passed out from fatigue
eight hours back.
Then there is the guy who is
sullenly nursing his drink in a se
cluded corner and who has been al
ternately sulking like a third semes
ter senior, and philosophizing like a
first semester freshman throughout
the entire week-end.
There
is
the
straggly-haired,
buxom brunette from Personality
College, telling the house-president
in low, serious, purring, sensuous
tones why his smile makes her go
funny inside.

(Continued on Page 10)

One reason why they are so diffi
cult to explain or describe is that
they seem to be one great continuous
blur. The blur is something inherent;
it is partly caused by the dim light
ing of the fraternity “soda fountain,”
partly by the dull talkative roar of
the pseudo intellectuals, partly by
the overflowing ash trays, and part
ly by the frightening number of
glasses on hand.
A few events do stand out during
these two days of gruelling fun and
tedious
excitement.
The sounds
which set the blur in motion —

SNOWBOUND ISSUE, 1950

“Damn that no-drinking rule!"
7

Frosted Clothesline
Winter Fashions by Ginny Stickney
Photos by Newhall
T NDIAN summer has gone and
winter has finally arrived
bringing with it sub-zero weather
and lots of snow. But no matter
what the weather, we can’t forget
the current fashions, which, like the
weather, are continually surprising
and always changing.

Nancy Whiting
Now is the time when we want to
get out and have fun and still look
our best. Whether it be skiing, skat
ing, dancing or just observing, we
want to look well and still be com
fortable.
Nancy Whiting, our tall model, is
more than just that — she really
skis and knows how to be fashion
able and comfortable too. Nancy is
wearing a navy blue gabardine
Boomer cap — the originals can be
bought only at the Carroll Reed Ski
Shop in North Conway—but there
are many fashioned like them, and
they can be bought in almost any
sportswear department. These hats
have visors and ear flaps, and they
tie under the chin.
Nancy is also wearing a nylon
parka in bright red, which can be
tucked inside or worn on the out
side. Nylon parkas are the rage this
winter as they are very light but
wind-resistant and warm. They come
in almost every color conceivabln:
pastels, bright plaids, whites, blacks,

etc. The big note in this year’s par
kas is the reversible types, with
either side worn outside. Some par
kas can be worn half and half with
only one part being reversed, giving
a harlequin effect.
If you particularly want a parka
that can be either tucked inside or
left outside, the nylon is particularly
desirable because it is compact and
still allows free action.
Nancy wears navy blue White Stag
ski pants—a favorite make in ski
clothes. These have zipper pockets,
permanent pleats, and long cuffs
which fit well into the boots. The
legs are long and slimly tailored
but still permit comfortable skiing.
Her ski boots are by Bass and she
is wearing the standard gabardine
and leather ski mitts.
Speaking of ski mittens—this year
White Stag has put out a wonderful
new ski mitten. It looks like the
regular one but it is more prac
tical in that the leather goes around
the sides where there is the most
wear. A zipper on the back of the
mitt is a new feature which allows
the fingers to come out of the mitts
for smoking a cigarette or digging
for a handkerchief, without taking
the whole thing off. But the best
feature of all is the boned cuff
which really stays put and keeps
the wrists from becoming chapped.
Nancy is a junior living in South
Estabrooke. Her tall stature, pleas
ant smile and sense of humor make
her known to almost everyone on
campus.

Tudy (Eva Grace) Stinson always
looks sharp on a pair of skates. She
is wearing the most popular of all
winter headwear—the hood, hers is
soft green, and is reversible with
black on the inside. Hoods can be
worn on the outside or they can
be tucked in the collar; they are
very warm, comfortable, and are
wonderful to keep hair out of one s
face.
Tudy is also wearing a warm,
pretty flannel shirt of light green
plaid with white and dusty rose
stripes. The colors blend in beauti
fully and give a soft grey-green
effect. Her ski pants are glacier

green (almost grey) by White Stag,,
and—as they should be—very trim
and good looking.
Tudy lives in Balentine and is an
excellent skater; you may have
noticed her in the Winter Carnival
ice review. She always has a twinkle
in her eyes and a smile for all.
Getting back inside where it is
warm, we look to the more social
situation — formals; always looked
forward to, but generally bringing
problems in deciding what to wear.

But Mary Hastings seems to have
solved this problem, as the picture
clearly shows.
Mary is shown in her room get
ting ready for a formal and she
doesn’t seem to be too worried—
only about getting her nail polish
on straight. Her gown has a very
full skirt of a doubled thickness of
white net over a full white taffeta
underskirt. The waist is made of
bright green taffeta with a neat,
large bow of the same material in
the back. The gown is strapless with
a boned top of heavy white lace
studded with rhinestones over the
green taffeta.
The picture is completed by her
accessories. Mary’s shoes are silver
kid platform pumps which make her
almost five feet, four inches tall
when wearing them. She is also
wearing a favorite gift, a white and
emerald-colored rhinestone brooch
on a chain; it matches the rhine
stones and green of her gown just
perfectly. The brooch is detachable
and can be worn as a pin. She also
wears matching dangle earrings.
Mary, a junior living in Colvin, is

Tudy Stinson
THE PINE NEEDLE

a Home Ec majoring in clothing;
she can be easily recognized by her
five-foot-one size, beautiful smile,
and contagious giggle.
Now that we’re inside let’s talk
about everyday fashions. Corduroy
is still in the limelight, being the
most popular and durable material
for everyday clothes. It is popular
for jumpers, tailored suits, dress
maker suits, or as separates. Rust,
coral, and pastels are very popular,
but checks, primary, and secondary
colors are also very good. Matching
sweaters and skirts are more pop
ular than ever this season with deep
wines and dark, basic colors pre
dominating. The short-sleeved sweat
er has definitely made a comeback
for both dress and casual wear. An
goras, rabbit’s hair, the wonderful
washable nylon, and the treasured
cashmere are all very popular for
these sweaters.

Colors this year are surprising—
and I think that some are going to
be a little hard to get used to. Some
thing very new is flashing pink on
bright red, or purple with fuchsia
Definite contrasting colors such as
red with navy or black with white
are good, and color on color is a
standard—such as light blue with
dark blue. In ski pants the three
outstanding colors are black, navy,
and grey, allowing one to go wild
with her choice of colors for the
rest of her outfits—so don’t toss out
your old ski clothes for new ones
just to keep in style.
Accessories can also make your
old clothes look like new; a simple
strand of pearls wound around a
dark colored belt can be very attrac
tive, or a few scatter pins can do
wonders in dressing up your cos
tume.
The ever-loved moccasins will al
ways be popular on the campus- ■
if not for their beauty, for their
durability alone. The stadium boot
has a definite place also, the rubber
boot type with fur top being the
most sensible and warm.
Not seen very much on this cam
pus but very popular on others is
the stocking cap, plain or fancy,
worn by the spectator. And speak
ing about spectators, the fleece-lined
jackets are wonderful. Generally too
bulky for sports, they are depend
ably warm for the observer.
Dotty Hubbard, left, and Terry
O’Reilly, right, look very comfortable
before the fire after coming in from
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Dotty Hubbard and Terry O'Reilly
the cold wintery blasts outside; and
they should be comfortable because
they are dressed that way. Dotty is
wearing a light-weight beige flannel
shirt with a light green polka dotted
scarf. She is wearing black White
Stag ski pants and light green hand
knit socks (which match the scarf).
The moccasins need no further
comment.
Terry is wearing a dark green
heavy sweater with bright red and
green stripes on a grey top. There
are cables from the neck down to
the green part of the sweater and
the sleeves. This sweater looks hand
knit but is really something new in
machine-knit sweaters. It doesn’t
show the carry threads as do most

machine-knit sweaters of this type,
and appears to be hand fashioned
around the sleeves. This sweater is
a wonderful substitute for hand
knits at a low cost compared with
its value.
Terry’s ski pants are grey and—
for a change—are made by Jantzen.
This make is particularly good for
the tall girl who cannot find ski
pants with long legs. Her red belt
is from Carroll Reed’s, and has
leatherwork of skis and snowflakes
on it. She is wearing warm, comfort
able after-skiing slippers and wool
socks sewed onto soft leather soles
—a pleasant change after wearing
heavy ski boots.
Terry is a junior and lives in
Balentine Hall. She has naturally
curly, auburn colored hair (an envy
of many of us), is well poised, and
always is well dressed. Her soft
voice is very appealing.
Dotty is a sophomore from North
Estabrooke. She is blonde, with blue
eyes and a friendly smile for all
who meet her. Much of her spare
time she spends in the Psych depart
ment working for Dr. Glanville.
So let winter come; we can dress
for it; and we can make this the
best winter yet by getting out and
enjoying it.

First BMOC: “I think we ought
to teach that dizzy blonde the differ
ence between right and wrong.”

Mary Hastings

Second BMOC: “Good idea. You
teach her what’s right.”

The Junior Frock
announced in
January
“SEVENTEEN”

sa

$10.98
Fashioned of crisp, cool Mallinson’s “Slendora” rayon, in exquisite
solid shades, it is truly a frock of rich quality.
Shop H. M. Goldsmith’s in Old Town for your better selection in
Junior Dresses, such as—

Jonathan Logan - Virginia Spear - Carole King, - Jo-Burt

H. M. Goldsmith
44 North Main Street

All Through The House
(Continued from Page 7)
And all the whiie a few couples
make noiseless love in the backgrownd.
Outside, eventually, the sky turns
a pinkish-grey, but nobody notices
it. Upstairs there are bodies ar
ranged on sofas, in chairs, on floors,
even in beds—sleeping the deep sleep
of the exhausted party-goer.
Downstairs, at the “soda foun
tain,” no window exists to let in
the pale early light and the sicken
ing fresh air. But it doesn’t matter,
a houseparty is going on here . . .
... as the “soda fountain” tend
er, having given the petite, young
out-of-state blonde with the
blood-shot eyes another drink,
gracefully gropes his way around
the counter and sits down again oh
the brass rail.

And then there was the girl who
was so bashful that she worked all
the crossword puzzles vertically, so
she wouldn’t have to come across.
xxx
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Sign in a local cocktail lounge:
“Please don’t stand up while the
room is in motion.”
xxx

A FIMY CHOKE
Not long ago, one of the boys was
in the throes of a big weekend. It
was Saturday afternoon, and he had
been making the rounds of the more
popular oases nearby.
He returned to his room late in
the afternoon, to get ready for the
evening. As he changed his shirt
for a clean one, he made a startling
discovery. The laundry had evidently
sent back the wrong shirt in his
bundle of linen. With the collar tight
around his neck, he could hardly
breathe.
Nevertheless, he ventured forth
into the night.
The next morning he awoke much
the worse for wear. He was still
dressed, and as he staggered up to
rhe mirror to check the number of
red lines in his eyes, he saw that
he had his head through a button
hole.

Old Town, Maine

“Does your papa play golf?”
“Naw, he learned to swear like
that in a fraternity house."
xxx
“How’s your new girl?”
“Not so good.”
“You always were lucky.”
xxx

We call our professors “profs”,
but what in the world can we call
their assistants?
xxx
Mother: “Sally, didn’t I tell you
not to let that strange man come
over to our apartment last night?
You know things like that make me
worry.”
Sally: “Don’t be silly, mother. I
went to his apartment. Let his
mother worry.”
xxx
“Does his girl have her own way?”
“Does she! Why, she writes her
diary a week ahead.”
xxx
She was the type who softly mur
murs sweet nothing-doings in your
ear.
xxx
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CAMPUS GLAMOUR

Ruth Ellingwood
The little “de-icer” above is the girl responsible for the melting of the snow
sculptures during the Winter Carnival. Resembling Ingrid Bergman, but restricting
her starring personality to our campus, Ruth Ellingwood is Joe College’s idea of an
Ideal date. A Physical Education major, Ruth can easily carry along a “sporty” con
versation with most Maine males. She can be seen at basketball games urging Maine
on to glory with her cheerleading abilities. On the social side, Ruth devotes her
time and energy to Chi Omega, and spends her spare evenings dancing or skating.
The home base for this brown-haired blue-eyed beauty is Bangor, Maine.

(Photo by Newhall)
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Court Proceedings
by Woody Bigelow
Fiery But Friendly “Doc” Installs New System;
Team Displays Plenty of Hustle and Drive.
T F the basketball gods smile favorably upon the Universify of Maine this season, students won’t have
to bother reading about the decline and fall of Rome—
Rankin, that is.

In fact, if the amiable gentleman from Kentucky with
the bull whip in his voice guides his boys through a
successful court year, the Roman Empire may be ready
for a revival.
The University, and especially the basketball fana
tics, have a right to feel optimistic this year. To be
sure, Maine has always put a pretty fair ball club on
the floor and has always given a good account of itself,
yet up to now something seemed to be lacking. The
desire to win was there, but at times the spirit was
sadly lacking.

Now, however, the situation has changed. The old
cry of “Get out and shoot!” has changed to “Work the
offense!” and “Keep positions!” This year the five men
on the floor have a very good idea of just where they
are to be and when. There is no running around in five
different directions. The reason? “Doc” Rankin’s new
system has taken over.

scrimmages will testify to the spirit and drive which
they display. That drive and spirit gained momentum
as time passed.

The first game of the season was against Bates at
Lewiston. The Bobcats already had a couple of games
tucked away and this, plus the fact that Maine was
using a new system, seemed to put the Bears on the
wrong side of the ledger. However, as it turned out, the
system worked well enough to bring home a 51-38 de
cision.
Next, the Colby Mules swept into Memorial Gym
nasium for the first home game of the year. Colby, last
year’s state champs, were favored to spill the Bears
since they too had played more games than Maine. After
the smoke cleared away and Johnny (The Voice) Fort
unato had rocked the gym with his usual ferocity, Maine
had pulled the Mule by the tail to the tune of 40-34.
It was a hard-earned and bitterly fought victory, since
the Bears had to come from behind after trailing by
nine points at halftime. Now even the Bookstore strateg
ists began to sit up and take notice.
Bowdoin next moved into Orono and was promptly
sent back to Brunswick by a 59-52 score. The game itself
was on the rugged side, with almost as many fouls being
called as there were Bowdoin points scored. Maine had
won the first round of the State Series, and although
the boys still had a lot to learn, their spirit and drive
captured the favor of the usually critical Maine fans.

Following the Christmas recess, the University of
Massachusetts moved in for a tilt and Maine came out
on top in this one, 53-44. It was also the debut of Maine’s
new uniforms, white shirts and pants with blue trim.
“Doc” believes in having a good looking team on the
floor as well as one that clicks.
This “new look” at Maine, as we have all seen and
read, is modeled after Kentucky’s famous style of play,
utilizing numerous pick-off plays, tricky ball handling
from the pivot, and, above all, team work. It is vastly
different from the deliberate type of basketball that
Maine fans have been watching over the years. But con
trol means plenty. Just listen to “Doc” some afternoon

when a bad pass is made!
As was expected, the new system proved awkward
at first. The boys made mistakes and a lot of them, out
they never stopped trying to correct them. Anyone who
has watched the long afternoon practice sessions ana
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Next came the southern New England road trip. In
the first game against a strong Connecticut club, the
Bears dropped their first game of the year, 65-56, in
a contest which had Maine leading in the second half.

The following evening down at Kingston, Maine gave
the Rhode Island Rams the scare of their lives. In a
tremendous battle which see-sawed back and forth, the
Rams finally pulled out a 74-70 win, after four Maine
regulars had been forced out on personal fouls. It was
the closest that the Bears have come to the Rams on
their own court for years, and indicates that a great
battle shapes up when the two meet here on February
22 for their usually bitter scrap.
THE PINE NEEDLE

Vic Woodbrey, Maine’s high scoring forward, goes up
on his patented one-hand push shot against the Univers
ity of Massachusetts in Memorial Gymnasium. Maine
defeated the Bay Staters, 53-44.
(Bangor Daily News Photo)
Paced by Bert Goddard, who scored 18 points, the
Pale Blue rebounded for a 56-40 win over Northeastern
the following evening in Boston. Maine rushed to a 13-0
lead before the Huskies were able to score.
Bert was also high man for Maine in the Rhody game
as he swished through 21 big points.
As for the individual members of the squad, “Doc”
was fortunate in having a crop of veterans back from
last year, including the Goddard brothers, Lowell Os
good, and Al Hopkins. In addition, Wes Hussey, Vic
Woodbrey, up from the Jayvees, and Jack Christie, a
lad with a slick one-hand shot, added valuable strength
to the team.
If conditioning means anything, then Charlie God
dard surely has profited from it. Eyebrows were raised
all over the lot when the word leaked out that Charlie
was not only in good shape but that he was also jump
ing rope in addition to scrimmages. The gentleman from
Kentucky meant business. Big Charlie is in the best
physical condition he has seen since he entered Maine
four years ago. The big fellow has been working out of
the all-important pivot post and his ball handling is
improving steadily. Not only has he been murder off the
boards, but his defensive work has thus far been great.
Bothered by bad luck in his offensive play for the first
four games, Charlie began to hit his stride on the road
trip when he dunked through 17 points against th*
UConns.
Then we have Charlie’s other half, Bert Goddard,
the “old pro.” A veteran from last year, Bert has con
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tinued his fine ball handling and board work, and still
does plenty of damage with that soft left-hand push
shot of his. He can always be heard even in the middle
of a red-hot game, slowing the game down when neces
sary and also shouting words of encouragement to big
brother Charlie. Bert has been the steadying influence
on the team.
As for the boys who bring the ball up the court, both
Lowell Osgood and big Al Hopkins have continued their
yeoman work on the floor and off the boards. Osgood,
despite his lack of height, continues to grab his S'share
of rebounds and his defensive work and ball handling
have been terrific. In addition, his set-shooting from
the outside has been sharp and effective. Hopkins con
tinues to move around the court like a big cat, intercept
ing passes and grabbing rebounds.
Working out of the pivot spot along with Charlie
Goddard is Wes Hussey, a rugged gent with plenty of
poise and confidence, who can handle the ball like
a magician. Wes, a newcomer to the squad this year,
has given Rankin the advantage of having two big boys
whom he can alternate out of the post, thus giving one
another a rest.
Vic Woodbrey, up from last year’s Jayvees, has really
given the Bears a scoring punch. Showing deadly ac
curacy with a one-hand push shot, Woodbrey, a junior,
had his best nights when he dumped 19 points through
the hoop against Bowdoin and Rhode Island. At the time
of this writing, he is the state’s high scorer.
Another one-hand artist is Jack Christie, up from the
Annex. So accurate was his shooting against Bates that
the crowd began to cheer while the ball was still in the
air. At one time in the game he sank six baskets, one
after another. Not a bad man to have around.
Also, boys like Art Dentremont, Larry Mahaney, Jack
Leet, “Lefty” Homans, and Johnny Leathers have given
“Doc” the equivalent of two teams. Given time to ac
quaint themselves with the new system, the boys will
have a fast, aggressive outfit.
No story on the team would be complete without a
word about Hal Westerman, Rankin’s right hand man.
This friendly gentleman from Michigan, who can handle
a basketball as well as a football, has a photographic
mind and his scouting work has been invaluable. He is
also coach of the Maine Freshmen, a tall bunch of boys
who may well be varsity material in a couple of seasons.
The University is indeed fortunate to have the slarabang coaching staff of “Doc” Rankin and Hal Westerman
to guide the Pale Blue on the basketball court.
That’s the picture as it stands. Of course, if Maine
should suddenly go out and lose the rest of its games,
our diet for the rest of the year would be boiled crow.
However, that will not happen. Basketball is a funny
sport, and to make predictions is to stick one’s neck out
a long way. But, barring accidents, floods, and other
natural phenomena, Maine will bring the State Series
crown back to Orono this year—despite very faint echoes
from down-stat*.
That fabulous doormat is still flying around some
where, but Colby had better look south to see where it
lands. Or, better still, the Mules should take care that it
doesn’t suddenly come to roost on Mayflower Hill.
As “Doc” said: “We’ll see what we can do about the
situation.”
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Winter
Wonderland
THE FIRST ONE
Not long ago the first Winter Carnival made its debut
at the University of Maine. It was on a cold February
weekend and a healthy crowd attended that festival back
in 1922.
The Phi Gam house at the University entrance was
the Artic scene for a brilliant fireworks display. Rockets
and bombs soared and exploded before an enthusiastic
crowd who had come to witness the spectacle.
The spectators soon became avid rooters however,
as the freshmen and the sophomores proceeded to pelt
each other with snow balls. Under the watchful eye of
the Owls, no one was fatally maimed, and the Carnival
became tradition.

WINTERLESS CARNIVAL

The first Snow Sculpture contest was in 1935.

After lively competition, Beta Theta Pi won first
place with their mounted dragon.

Mr. Weatherman, however, put a damper on the
Carnival a few years later. He forgot to provide snow.
To make for a better winter-less Carnival, the Intra
mural Ball was made formal. The hall was lavishly
decorated with streamers, colored paper, and soft lights.
The one time casual get-together was transformed into
a sophisticated evening of wonderful entertainment. Now,
come a winter or not, the Ball was the event to look
forward to.

SNOW SCULPTURE BEGINS
But the Carnival still lacked something. Campus
group participation was limited to fraternities in sports,
sleigh rides and other events. In 1935 an idea revolu
tionized the Carnival. Now not only individual honors
could be carried off, but dormitories as well as fraterni
ties could compete in what was known as a “Snow
Sculpture” contest.
A battle for recognition soon became apparent. Some
groups were busily shoveling snow into a pile, others
were molding it into rough form, while still others
transformed the inert masses into living and breathing
forms.
Beta house, with their mounted snorting dragon, was
the choice of the judges. Phi Eta was runner-up in the
contest.

A QUEEN IS BORN

Last year’s Queen, Mary Marsden Shedd, as she
inspected the Snow Sculpture. Corbett Hall won

AND THIS YEAR

the honors with their entry, shown above.

Mother Nature smiled all during the week, but sud
denly turned to sneer on Maine as she permitted the
weatherman to raise havoc with the Winter Carnival
weekend. But despite his disheartening efforts, stubborn
committee members and courageous students helped put

(Photo by Newhall)
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To reign over all the gaiety a leader was necessary.
Thus the motion of having a queen was born. The selec
tion was to be made at the Intramural Ball. Loyal sub
jects would bestow the honor on the most promising
and most attractive candidate, who would lead her fol
lowers the rest of the weekend.
Then one year the task for her highness became
overburdened, so she was given a helping hand—a King
was sent to her aid. She gladly shared the spotlights
and honors. Then along came a war and the King was
drafted. Her majesty was left to rule alone. She has
done a noble job and all congratulate her.
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by Bill Loubier
on the festivities as best they could, and everyone en
joyed himself.
A Friday afternoon rain turned to a freezing down
pour, but it couldn’t dull the spirits of the Ice Review
enthusiasts. Shivering spectators waited a full hour in
the rain, while a half-inch of frozen crust was removed
from the rink.
The show started with the grand march, followed
by Ann Dutille’s figure skating exhibition, beautifully
done in spite of the poor condition of the ice. Neither
could slush and water stop the next number as Rodolphe
L’Heureux played the part of a silver-faced, red-caped,
mad devil praying for fire. Skating, jumping, and whirl
ing over the ice, he finally came to rest over a small
white covered box . . . immediately a red flare lit the
entire rink. The red figure disappeared into the dark
ness as rapidly as he had appeared.

KING AND QUEEN APPEAR
At last came the moment everybody had been waiting
for—a hush, then a cheer as the student-drawn sleigh
carried their majesties King Thomas Collins and Queen
Lois Hunter around the rink and up to the throne.
Both were congratulated after being crowned by
President Hauck, and then proceeded to the Memorial
Gym, where indoor festivities were about to begin.
A wet, tired, but happy crowd—after sprucing up a
little— proceeded over to the Intramural Ball dreaming
of dancing to the soothing music of Dick Kingston.
Again a disappointment, for treacherous driving had
forced the band leader and his crew off the road, and
they were unable to make an appearance. Finally the
Maine Bears, who were playing at the Snow Ball, came
to the rescue and both crowds danced in the big gym
till the wee hours of two-thirty a.m.
During the earlier part of the evening artists had
been adding the finishing touches to their sculptures.
But Saturday morning it was a disappointed group of
students who viewed their masterpieces, now rain-washed
heaps of snow, with discouragement.
The day ended all right, anyway, as basketball fans
were treated to a double win. The Bears varsity solidly
trounced Bowdoin 57-37. In a preliminary contest, the
yearling Bears treated Hebron to a 58-52 loss. Both
games were well played and the rooters were well
pleased with the showings.

How to have fun at a Winter-less Carnival.
Betty Kelly and Dick Schonland play shuffleboard
in part of the indoor program arranged by the
Carnival Committee.

(Photo by Sprague)

LOOKING AHEAD
Thus finished a potential bang-up weekend. Still there
were smiles—happy smiles and tired smiles. There were
peeved looks and gay looks. The carnival had long
been planned, but the optimistic committee had not
anticipated this fate. In fact, the date had been advanced
a month to assure a sufficient supply of snow for the
outside events. Ironically enough, it was just the weekend
that the weatherman had picked to pour his wrath upon.
The cooperation of everyone is to be commended and
those taking part in bringing us this carnival should be
given a medal. All are looking forward to next year's
gala event—with nearly unshaken confidence.
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This year’s King Tom Collins and Queen Lois

Hunter talk over the event. They agree it would
have been a terrific weekend if there had only
been enough snow and good weather.

(Photo by Sprague)
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T) robably the most controversial
item in the world of music
today is Be-bop, usually called just
plain Bop.
There are people who swear by
it, but probably more that swear
at it.

Is It Art?

WHAT IS IT?
Just what is this thing called Bop?
The answer is simple. It is pro
gressive jazz and it’s essentially a
musician’s music. One reason why
the general public, or the largest
percentage of the general public,
doesn’t care for it is that they don’t
understand it.
The Bop musician is comparable
to the abstract painter, the guy that
paints what appears to be a fouledup mess of cubes and whirligigs but
is in reality the attempt of the artist
to express his inner thoughts. That’s
what the Bop-man is trying to do,
express his inner thoughts and ideas
in music. And to the average listener
it has the same effect as the cub
ist’s paintings. It leaves him cold.
Both the Bopper and the abstract
painter are rebelling against com
mercialism. As a result probably
neither of them eats as regularly as
do those to whom being commercial
isn’t a disgrace.
Musicians have pretty well learned
by this time that they aren’t going
to force this new trend on the pub
lic. People who go to dances want
to dance, and you can’t dance to
bop unless it’s been refined a good
deal. So they have had to limit their
bop numbers at dances. The radio

audience, especially those who listen
to the late evening record shows
won’t stand for much of it and they
hardly ever request it.
Thus, it appears that the only way
open the Bopper can reach the ear
of the great majority of the public
with his brand of music is through
record sales and by the appearance
of Bop outfits at nightclubs and
concerts in the larger towns.
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by Steve Riley

WHO PLAYS IT?
Dizzy Gillespie is the god of the
Bop world and among the high
priests are such spreaders of the
faith as Charlie Parker, Charlie
Ventura and Lenny Tristano.
On the opposite extreme is Guy
Lombardo, who is considered by the
Boppers to be about as commercial
as anyone could get. The very name
Lombardo mentioned in the presence
of a true Bop man is enough to
bring tears to his eyes.
There’s the rub. Quiz anyone who
attended most of the dances at the
Pier at Old Orchard last summer
about what band they liked best. It’s
almost a sure bet that Lombardo
ranked near the top. Why? Because
he took pains to put on a good show,
and played good danceable numbers.
But don’t get the idea that all
progressive-jazz men turn up their

noses at jobs with bands playing
commercial tunes. Ralph Flannagan,
tor instance, who was Glenn Miller’s
arranger, is fast becoming one of
the most popular platter artists. He
doesn’t have a regular band, but
when he gets a chance to wax a
piece he picks up a band, many of
whom are among the better bop men.

BOP AT MAINE
Here at Maine we haven’t been
free from the Bop influence by any
means. Most of the better campus
musicians have been or are on a
“Bop kick” (i. e. going in for it in
a big way), and some of them have
some original ideas on the subject.
A well-known campus sax man
thinks that all phases of Bop will
eventually become coordinated and
the music will be in a more organ
ized vein although it will not be
come tainted by commercialism. He
believes that Bop will eventually be
come light and “roll along”, and
when it reaches that stage it will
attract more public favor than is
possible now.
Tn order to get a better idea
about how much is known and what
is known of progressive jazz here
at Maine, the Pine Neddie has asked
a cross section of the student body
about it. Here are some of their
replies.
Edith Libby, a senior living in
Balentine, likes a little bop. “I like
all kinds of music, but I’d hate to
have to listen to it all the time!”
A publicity-shy member of the
Maine Bears has a different view
entirely. “Bop is the coming thing,”
he prophesies. “In another year Bop
will probably replace the Saturday
night dance and may eventually re
place Sex.”
“Nothin’ will ever replace SEX,”
comments “Pic” Young, a Business
major, who adds: “Bop’s not so
hot.”
Marilyn Hoyt, society editor of the
Campus, thinks that Bop is an in
teresting type of music. “It’s vital
and alive and makes you feel good
sometimes when you hear it,” says
Marilyn. “But, at other times, I can't
stand it. It all depends on your
mood.”
That’s what some people think;
what are your ideas? The Pine
Needle feels Bop has its proper
place, but that the general public
can’t really understand it. The form
has had an awakening influence on
the world of music, and we think
it’s here to stay.
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It’s Time To Dance
by Joe Zabriskie
Greetings, gates! Well here we are
again, about to take another turn
around the ballroom floor. The illu
stration to the right is the first in
a series of dance steps which will
be shown in the Pine Needle.
The Fox Trot, as illustrated, is
the most common as well as the
most popular step used in ballroom
dancing. Because of its simplicity
and its easy adaptability, the be
ginner can master it in a few short
lessons.
But before we begin, here are a
few pointers for all dancers.
For the men: don’t “bear-hug”
your partner; hold her firmly but
gently. Keep your eyes open, you
may be floating on a cloud and not
feel the bumps, but the other couples
can.
As for the girls: he may be your
“apple dumpling” and you his
“dreamy pie”, but let’s not get
“gooed together”. Keep your arms
off his neck and your mind on what
you are doing. And just one more
thing, you have all week to talk and
to discuss things in classes, halls,
and
Carnegie
Lounge—so
don t
waste the few precious minutes of
dancing by telling your partner
stories of your many ardent admir
ers. You go to a dance to dance,
don’t you?
Now to begin; the fox trot has
many variations and this is but one
of them. It is a little more advanced
than the basic step; but it can be
learned easily.
Face your partner with your feet
together. The gentleman leads with

his right shoulder, not with his left
hand. On the first beat he steps off
on his left foot in a forward direc
tion. The lady meanwhile, moves
her right foot backward, opposite
that of the gentleman’s.
The count is 1—2—3-(4) or, for the
gentleman, left, right, left, closing
quickly with the right foot on the
last measure. This step is reversable
with the lady moving forward and
the gentleman moving backward.
In order to accomplish the reverse
step, which takes place on the fourth
count, the gentleman moves his left
foot forward, slightly turned to the
right and just beyond his right foot;
he then shifts his right foot back
beyond his left foot a little to the
right of the left; he finally follows
through by stepping backward on
his left foot and continues as pre
viously described.
Simple, isn’t it? This step may
also be used in a waltz, but of course
there must be a slight change in
timing. Practice, as for any other
activity, is an absolute necessity for
good dancing; so when you’re back
in your room and the radio’s playing
some soft sweet music, go through
this step several times, and you’ll
notice the improvement in your
dancing at the next fling.
The next illustrated dance step
will be the waltz, which, according
to most authorities on dancing, is
the most beautiful as well as the
most difficult ballroom step. So look
forward to the next issue of the
Pine Needle and “It’s Time to
Dance.”

The Fox Trot as described in

“It’s Time to Dance”

The stork is one of the mystics,
And inhabits a number of districts;
It doesn’t yield plumes,
Or sing any tunes,
But it helps out with vital statistics.

xxx
Mary had a new silk gown.
It was almost slit in half.
Who gives a damn for Mary’s lamb
When we can see her calf?
xxx

“Quick, fellas, lie down!
Here conies another St Bernard.”
SNOWBOUND ISSUE, 1950

Barber sneeze,
Man sneeze;
Man dead,
Next please.
xxx
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T) ROTHER pipe-smoker, do not
U feel that your lot is an un
happy one because of the persecu
tions visited upon you by members
of the fairer sex. The keenness of
the feminine nose for the detection
of tobacco smoke is indeed amazing.
Yet just note the reasons for their
insidious hatred (in some cases) of
the ODOUR DE PIPE.
“My hubby’s pipes are always
smelling up the curtains,” said Mrs.
T. S. of South Apartments. “Though
I wouldn’t say anything. He has the
cutest pipes I ever saw!”
“Pipes stink!” flatly announced
Mrs. O. P. of Dryden Terrace.
The majority of pipe fiends will
agree, however, that no pipe “stinks.”
“It’s just a distinctive odor char
acteristic of the particular pipe,” re
marked one North Dorm student who
wishes to remain anonymous, as his
mother doesn’t know he smokes.
Why all the bally-hoo about smok
ing? Let history speak.
A few centuries ago, certain
church officials decided that tobacco,
which had become a panacea for all
ills, was being sold in too great
quantities, thus taking money “tor
sinful use” to which the church offi

The Smoke’s the Thing
by Jim Barrows
cials felt entitled.
Still earlier, one Sultan of Turkey
decreed that any person caught
smoking be taken promptly before
the executioner.
The religious idea of “taboo” still
remains on smoking to some extent.
The North American Indians evid
ently were smoking pipes long before
the Spaniards set foot on our At
lantic shores. These pipes, in the
simplest form, were made from a
long thin rock, which was bored
from one end to the other. The Span
iards introduced clay and wood pipes
to the Indians as articles of barter.
Today imported briar is the most
popular material in pipe manufactur
ing. It was reported by the Spanish
monk Jesus Marcus Benedictus Rec
tus (1600 or about) that a certain
North African Arab started a briar
sale in the early 1500’s in order to
clear his land near the Mediter
ranean Sea of the dwarf-like trees
which plagued him.

For Winter Sportswear
SKI PARKAS
SWEATERS

SKI PANTS
PILE-LINED COATS

PILE-LINED JACKETS

Ski Caps - Ski Mitts - Sox
SPORTSWEAR for MEN

M. L. French and Sons
196 Exchange Street

Bang'or
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The briar roots, the Arab noted,
would not burn, even when high
octane fire-water was dumped on
them. Being versatile, he wrought a
pipe from a massive briar root, fit
ting it into the mouth of the fire
water bottle. Thus was conceived the
first liquid-cooled smoke.
The idea spread rapidly until to
day most pipes are made from im
ported briar, except for pipes made
in North Africa. Briar is grown
there in the first place, so how can
it be imported?

Let us now examine an advertise
ment depicting the most sought-after
type of pipe—the “straight-grain
first,” also called by a certain man
ufacturer “Flame-Grain.”
By straight grain, the pipe smoker
means a pipe, preferably our old
imported briar, whose grain runs
vertically, unmarred, from the bowl’s
top to base. (The bowl is the tobacco
receptacle.)
One
would
expect
straight grain to mean just this,
even as one believes a naval sur
geon to be one who operates in a
highly specialized field of medicine.
The bit is the point of contact of
the pipe’s stem, or shank, and the
teeth of the smoker. Girls have a
queer idea that a pipe can be sup
ported by the lips alone.
Girls, when you smoke a pipe, my
advice is: take a good grip on the
bit. Sink your teeth into it. Take
a good hold on it, and your boy
friend will undoubtedly be im
pressed.
Leave the pipe there between your
lips. Draw on it as you would a
soda, sipping daintily. A good hearty
puff intermittently is advisable.
Now hand your beau back his pipe.
Watch his eyes carefully. Notice the
slight frown cross his face as he
wipes the lipstick traces from the
bit.

Remember: a pipe is a man’s own.
It is (perhaps) his first mistress, the
property of no other. It may be
someday cast aside, a burned-out
shell of its former self, or it may
be cherished and kept close to the
smoker’s heart for years.
It is his instrument for medita
tion, his dream-castle builder, his
companion.
Would you deny a man all that?

THE PINE NEEDLE

^isrogy gEWgr^)
------

QUESTIONS

——--

I’m said to be honest, in short, without guile;
Change a vowel at the end, I’m a beautiful isle.
Crops of the birds, an insect that hums,
Run them together and up my name comes.
We’re homonyms three, and to pick us out better.
We’re a noun and a verb and a capital letter.

WHAT JOHN ALDEN TOLD PRISCILLA

ANSWERS WILL APPEAR IN THE
NEXT ISSUE OF YOUR MAGAZINE

RULES FOR CHESTERFIELD HUMOR MAGAZINE CONTEST
1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.
8.

A
B

Identify the 3 subjects in back cover ad. All clues are in ad.
Submit answers on Chesterfield wrapper or reasonable facsimile to this publication office.
First ten correct answers from different students win a carton ofChesterfield Cigarettes each.
Enter as many as you like, but one Chesterfield wrapper or facsimile must accompany each entry.
Contest closes midnight, one week after this issue’s publication date. New contest next issue.
Answers and names of winners will appear in the next issue.
All answers become the property of Chesterfield.
Decision of judges will be final.

LAST MONTH’S ANSWERS & WINNERS
FILE in the title “The File on Thelma Jordon.”

CHESTERFIELD. A form-fitting coat and a pleasure-giving
cigarette.
CLAUD POPE. A cirrus, nimbus or cumulus is a CLOUD.
Change one letter and you have CLAUD. Sisal, manila
and hemp is ROPE. Change one letter and you have POPE.
WINNERS...

FREE! A box of LIFE SAVERS
for the best wisecrack!
What is the best joke that you heard on the campus this week?
For the best line submitted to the editor each month by one of the
students, there will be a free award of an attractive cellophane
wrapped assortment of all the Life Saver flavors.

Winner last time — Bud Webber

Leroy Dyment

Merle Fenlason

Robert S. Spear

Mike O’Toole

Joan Vachon

R. D. Young

Evelyn Green

Jay Calkens

Richard Dutton

Tony Malva

Winning joke:

There was a girl swimming nude in a secluded mill
pond. A little boy came along and began tying knots in
her clothes. She splashed around, found an old washtub,
held it up in front of her, and started toward the boy,
saying, “You little brat! Do you know what I’m think
ing?”
“Sure,” said the little boy, “you think that tub has
a bottom in it.”

“One of us has got to be wrong.-’
SNOWBOUND ISSUE, 1950

—Pine Needle staff doing research for Snow
bound Issue—
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Too Late to Pacify . . .
NORTH DORMS TAKE NOTICE

BUT . . .

Three hermits lived in a shack
and spent all day staring at the
wall, never speaking. One day a
stallion ran past the door of their
shack. Six months later, one hermit
mumbled, “That was a pretty brown
horse.”
Two years later another hermit
said, “That wasn’t a brown horse;
it was white.”
About a year later the third hermit
got up and stalked toward the door.
“If it’s going to be this constant
bickering,” he said, “I’m leaving.”

In spite of the pretty picture
painted above, our man has reported
a few ill effects resulting from the
changes.
It seems that one of the residents
of Oak Hall awoke on the first day
of classes, to find himself at sea.
He had been celebrating something
the night previous, and as he looked
up that morning he couldn’t decide
whether he was having hallucina
tions or an attack of seasickness. He
decided on seasickness, and spent
most of the day leaning over the
rail. He hasn’t been the same since.
Another problem raised by the
cleanup was the removal of vital
phone numbers (in pencil) from the
walls near the phones. We heard of
one man in North Dorms who al
most quit school because he felt that
his social life had been completely
cut off.
Oak Hall hasn’t felt the effects of
the phone number situation as yet.
It's a good thing that dorm is within
shouting distance of the rest of the
campus centers.

THANK YOU, MR. WELLS
We were all much gratified to
discover the additions to some of
the dormitories on our return to
Maine after Christmas.
The authorities in charge of such
things had seen fit to cover the walls
of some of the dorms with a fresh
layer of paint. According to reports,
the rooms of Oak Hall have been
turned a pale green in color, while
the walls of some of the North
Dorms have at least been washed.

THINGS TO COME
(It could happen to you)
A student had failed to pass an
important exam. Wishing to break
the news gently to his parents, he
sent the following wire to his elder
brother:
“Have failed to pass exam. Pre
pare father.”
The brother replied:
“Father prepared. Prepare your
self.”

DOWN BY THE STATION
Once upon a time there was a
railroad engineer. On the particular
day on which we look into his life,
he started things off by getting up
on the wrong side of bed. The water
in his shower was cold. His shoe
lace broke.
At breakfast, he found his wife
had burnt the toast. Then his car
wouldn’t start, so he had to take a
taxi to the yards.
By this time he was so late he
jumped into the cab of his Super
Chief and started right, out on his
run. He got the train up to ninety
miles an hour and just as he was
swinging around a curve, he looked
up and saw another Super
Chief coming straight at him one
hundred miles an hour—on the same
track.
He turned to his fireman and
asked, “Did you ever have one of
those days when everything just
goes wrong?”

SCIENCE CALLS
but
OPPORTUNITY KNOCKS
In the dark of night two safe
crackers entered a bank. One ap
proached the safe, sat down on the
floor, took off his shoes and socks,
and started to turn the dial of the
safe with his toes.
“What’s the matter?” asked his
pal. “Let’s open this thing, and get
out of here.”
“Naw, it’ll only take a minute
longer and we’ll drive those finger
print experts nuts.”

J^aheU of f/ibdiruj
Design and Engravings for

(A pair
note).

Newspaper Advertising
School Publications

Letterheads

Posters
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Labels
Packaging

of

wise

crackers—Ed.

“A nice girl shouldn’t hold a man’s
hands.”
“A nice girl has to.”
xxx
Next to a beautiful girl, sleep is
the most wonderful thing in the
world.
xxx
THE PINE NEEDLE

The Books Are On The Shelves
You Will Need Them Soon

Help Us To Help You

Buy Your Books Early
You Have To Get Them

Buy Now

THE UNIVERSITY STORE CO.
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Production • Released through
•amount Pictures

... and Don Watson
Prominent Tobacco Farmer

SayS - "Chesterfield is my brand

because I know what goes into them. Year
after year they pay top prices to get the

best mild, ripe tobaccos."

Green

S. C.

